BETTINGTON               in

slipped it on the table to Bettington's hand.
He looked vaguely up. " Perfect," he mur-
mured, intent on his notes.

" 111 try to find you some blotting paper,"
she whispered, so that he did not hear.

She went back to the bureau. Her heart
began to thump, as she silently opened the
drawer beneath the desk. There were three
boxes, two of cardboard, one of polished wood
in the middle. She opened the wooden
one; it was empty. She half lifted the lid
of one in cardboard, and saw a bundle of
faded grey gloves tied with mauve ribbon.
She half lifted the lid of the third. A quaint
little case in tartan, an oval mirror in mother-
of-pearl, the blood-red glint of garnets in
cotton wool.

Bettington pulled his chair nearer to the
table. It creaked. She started ; she nearly
cried aloud. She closed the box with fum-
bling desperation and locked the drawer.
He had not looked up.

" 111 go and put the things together." Her
voice was far off and faint.

" Right-o! I don't think this will take
me so long, after all," he said cheerfully.

She sat down on the bed in the bedroom;
she had escaped from a forbidden chamber